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" It was good of you to come, Mr. Mont, Let me take
you over the house. This is the playroom."
Michael entered a room of spotless character, which
had evidently been formed from several knocked into
one. Six small children dressed in blue linen were seated
on the floor, playing games. They embraced the knees
of Norah Curfew when she came within reach. With the
exception of one little girl Michael thought them rather
ugly.
" These are our residents. The others only come out of
school hours. We have to limit them to fifty, and that's
a pretty good squeeze. We want funds to take the next
two houses."
" How many of you are working here ? "
" Six. Two of us do the cooking; one the accounts ;
and the rest washing, mending, games, singing, dancing,
and general chores. Two of ws live in."
" I don't see your harps and crowns/*
Norah Curfew smiled.
" Pawned," she said.
" What do you do about reHgion ? " asked Michael,
thinking of the eleventh baronet's future.
" Well, on the whole we don't. You see, they're none
of them more than twelve; and the religious age, when it
begins at all, begins with sex about fourteen. We just
try to teach kindness and cheerfulness. I had my brother
down the other day. He's always laughed at me ; but he's
going to do a matine'e for us, and give us the proceeds."
"What play?"
" I think it's called ' The Plain Dealer.' He says he's
always wanted to do it for a good object."
Michael stared.    " Do you know ' The Plain Dealer '; "
" No ; it's by one of the Restoration people,, isn't it f w
" Wycherley."

